
The story of a mght in a haunt-e- d THE 1MPRISI0NED GHOSTS Here is a ghost that is finally

house with wild noises all traced to its iair and forever laid

about, High words and pistol shots By ELEANOR VAN HORN
at rest

L historians used to call It
LOCA That was In tho days

when one of Washington's off-

icers lived tlierc. Then, for lramcmo-- i

rlnl years, tho village folk called It the
Haunted House. It was a mansion of
stately bulla, approached from the
main road by a sweep of Imposing
driveway. It was large and squaro,
with a pillared porch. Its lofty front
windows looked out across a once-beautif-

garden, laid out like tho gar-

dens of Italy and France. But In the
'earn of mystery and desertion, the

'
jarden, like tho house, had fallen from
train! magnificence Into gentle decay.
Thero were tangle'd masses of exotic
lowers run w.lld. The box borders
lati been bitten out at Intervals by tho
ungry winters of the past. There was

i battered sun-dia- l, a dead fountain,
moss-covere- d marble scat, and mys-- i

erious paths.
It was here that tho village boys and

I used to play when tho sun shone
cheerfully and the day was young. The
louse exerted its spell upon us. W'
peered fearfully In at the windows and
shook the strong old doors, then scur-

ried away with shrieks of
ecstasy The house seemed to

submit to these familiarities patiently.
But it never lost, not even In the sun-

shine, that aspect of cheerless, unholy
sorrow that made it awful.

Perhaps even then, subconsciously, I
knew that I should spend a night of

horror behind those white, unsmiling
walls when I should have become a
man.

II.

Here let me' tell you something
about the tragedy enacted there.

A quarter of a century before my
birth, a wealthy bachelor, a grandson
of that officer of Washington's already
referred to, came to live at Whitehall,
with an old housekeeper as his only
attendant. He wits not well known in
the village, for his youth had been
spent In foreign lands, and only till he
came to live at Whitehall had the vil-

lage people ever seen him.
He was tall and imposing, but his

handsome face bore clearly the marks
of a dissipated and tumultuous llf. A
scar marked his sheck. He walked
with a slight limp from some old
wound. He dressed carefully, and
bore the aspect of a great gentleman
a man of the world, with an Intangible
something about him that baffled my

A

DEEMS, pickpocket and
JERRY man, paused a

in his delicate work of re-
moving- a piece of glass from tho din-
ing room window in one of tho fash-
ionable houses on Riverside Drive. He
listened carefully, but could not hear
a sound. Outside the world lay
peaceful and quiet, inside all was as
silent as the tomb. Reassured by the
favorable conditions, Jerry cautiously
continued his operations, and in a

seconds a semi-circula- r piece was
lifted out of the pane, a cautious
band slipped through and sprung the
catch, Jerry's portly form
struggled through the open window,

Trae was when he could slip
through a window lightly as the
best of them, but sovoral lengthy
periods of enforced idleness "up the
liver' ' bad rendered somewhat

youthful analysis, but which marked
him with distinction in shnrp contrast
to the gentle village folk.

Vncuo rumors filtered Into the vll- -

i.lago as time went on, which gradually
revealed the inhabitant or wnitenan
to have been a man of much adven-
ture. He had roamed tho wide world
over; been in wars as a soldier of
fortune; had been imprisoned, and had
made his escape; was onco an orna-
mental figure at tho court of France,
nnd a destroyer of many a woman's
happinrss.

Ills manners were those of a Ches-terllol-

although ho was reserved and
taciturn to the last degree, and'madc
no man his friend. He ilved entirely
within himself. He came nnd went
about the village in that Isolation of
spirit that sonic arc capable of build-
ing up for themselves, nnd which Id as
Impenetrable ."fa tho heart of a Snlnra.
Ho received no letters, but many books
and magazines and papers. He spent
long days in li's library. Occasionally
he walked In his great garden, gather-
ing tho flowers as If ho loved them.

Thus he lived until the day of a
tragic visit.

In those days a stage-coac- carried
malls and passengers to and from the
village. People eamo and went evary
day, nnd the coach was always sure to
be well filled; so that when a mysteri-
ous strancer. with a strikinn faeo nnd
a accent, was learned what

the village architecture was,
many to carry tho news. The 3trang
er's fine, erect figuro was set off by
a military coat. His beard was cut
after a foreign fashion. When he
asked at the Inn how he might roach
Whitehall, the word swiftly passed
about that the lonely bachelor was
to have a distinguished visitor.

The stranger gave the innkeeper a
princely fee and was, in consequence,
driven out to Whitehall In the Inn
keeper's own private chaise by the
innkeeper's son. Tho great door of
Whitehall was opened by the old
housekeeper, and the mysterious and
attractive stranger swallowed from tho
sight of the youth, who looked long-
ingly after hini he fingered the
large silver coin in his hand.

And that night was a night of terror
In the village. The old housekeeper
had come runnlDg wildly to the
est house in her nightgown, with her
eyes starting from her head and her
night-ca- awry. She was incoherent
with terror and exhaustion, but it was

from her broken speech that
a tragedy had taken place at White
hall, and that the master and his vis
itor lay i

Somo of the village men ran to the
house, entered the door that had been ,

,iort wide open ty tno rrigiitened nouse- -

keeper, and went up thcj, stairs to the
room the master liad converted
a library, led by a ight that was still
burning.
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corpulent, and his walst-lln- e had not
the small measure of former years.

It was long after and he
wns tired. This was not the first
house Jerry had visited that night.
Ha had made calls in another
part of the city with re-
sults, and by all means now
have been safely making for his quar-
ters. But Jerry possessed a trait that
many of us have that of not letting
well enough alone. This .bo soon rea-
lized, for when he up to
get his bearings, the light was sud-
denly on, and be found himself
looking Into the steely mouth of a r,

In the bands of a talL-- slender
woman.

"Well, I'll be" he nnd
sat down heavily in a chair that hap-
pened to be near the window.

are you?" asked a co.

l'ho room was in groat disorder.
Suro enough, both dead, their
faces bruised and marked. Ono, th"
stranger, had been strangled. As for
tho master, ho had evidently shot him-
self. Ho lay within large closet,
tho door of which stood wldo open, nnd
across the sill trlcklod a strcum cf
crimson. Upon each vlctlpi was found

miniature of a woman of extraordi-
nary beauty, her lovely face smiling
out from within a framo
of pearls in ono case and a plnln gold
riin in tho other.

Whitehall, after the tragedy, fell to
somo distant cousins nnd they camo
to live there. They stayed but a short
time, however, departing suddenly anJ
leaving a carataker In chargo of th
place. Tho caretaken, in turn, loft
hastily, declaring that ho had hear:l
weird sounds at night, accompanied b;
two pistol-shcts- , and that ho know
that tho ghosts of the two dead men
enacted the tragedy every night in tho
old library.

the house was closed. Thr
weeds sprang up in the garden am'
sprawled Into tho trim walks, find
Whitehall had, within a year, become
that strange eory thing a haunted
house.

III.

When my childhood had passed, and
t had traveled about a pood deal In

foreign n passengor foreign lands and fine
alighting at there were really i realized that

near

gained

dead.

Then

(

w We will drink your better nnd better fortune."

few

and

him

Into

midQlght,

u few

should

flashed

exclaimed,

men-la- y

a

mocking voice. "I think I am the one
to be surprised. My visitors do not
usually enter through the window."

She stood there, calm and smiling,
holding the pistol In a way that
plainly showed thnt she knew how to
use it. She wns drersed in a loose
pink bath-robe- , and hnd a lace scarf l

twisted about her head
"Don't move," sho said. "Now put

our hands on the table." Jerry did
so, and she looked hlra over scorn-
fully with her bright eyes.

"Well, mum," said Jerry In a sheep-
ish tone, "I'm yer meat. You cer-- '
talnly got me dead to rights."

As he spoke he gave a furtive
glance around the room. Her keen
oyes followed his gaze as he meas-
ured, tho distance from the chair to
Ihe window, ,

"i wouldn't try that. If I were you,-- '

the Hauhtcd House was of rare beauty
and excellence, a gom of architecture
such aa ono docs not often chance
upon In our good land, and so I looked
upon Its Imposing frontago with long-
ing, loving eyes.

I spout several snmmcrs In Its vicin-
ity in my early .thirties, and each day
1 made It tho object of a pilgrimage.
I walked about its choked and neg-
lected gardens, and examined its poor,
weather-wor- n with a
pity that would hav penetrated to Us
heart had It had one. For Whitehall
ceemed to mo to bo weighted down
with mortification and despair. Tho
film might shine its brightest upon its
windows, but thoy never could bo made
to have that smiling look that tho win-
dows of happier houses have.

Tho spring of tho year that J be
came engaged to Lydia, I pnld a visit
of a week to the' old town, and, of
course, to Whitehall. It vas a lush
season; Nature was doing her very
bravest, and tho old gardens of White
hall wcro struggling to assert them
selves. There were surprising clumns
of fine, flowers here and
thero, holding up their beautiful heads,
not proudly, but rather triumphantly
after all tho years of neglect. I grew
norc and more fascinated with tho
placo; It appealed to me as never be
fore. .My being in love may have had
a good deal to do with this; but ench
day I was drawn to tho old house, and
spent hours about It, and even ob- -

"You will hear and
see things

V.

she said. "I mean business, and I'll
shoot at your 'first move."

"All right, lady, all right," said
Jerry. "Ship out and lot's git it over.
It's me for the pen. I guess."

"Not so fast," she answered. "I've
always wanted to meet a real, live
burglar, and now that I've got my
wish I waut to ask you a few ques-
tions."

"Well, start the ball rollln'," said
Jerry, who was getting disgusted' with
the whole affair. "Does you want to
know what church I goes to, or would
you like to know if I'm married or
single?"

The lady .smiled. "Neither," sho
said, "but 1 would like to know why
an able-bodie- man like you can't find
something better to do than sneaking '

into other people's houses in the
night? Isn't there plenty of work for)
a man to do that Is honest and re-- 1

spectablo?
"Do you mean to say that you can't

make a living without taking what
doesn t belong to you? Why can't you'
drive a wagon, or work in a mill, or
do something to earn an honest llv-- i

ilng?"
Jerry squirmed uneasily In his

chair. "Cut it out, mum," he said, rale-- '
ing a wrathful pair of oyes to hers.
"Cut it out! I didn't come out to-- I

night to listen to a sermon on hon-iest-

if you're goin' to call d8 cops,
'do It, an' hold yer jaw, for I ain't in
no humor Just about now to be'

A guyed." .
"But you navenx answered me,"

perslstod the lady. "Why don't you
work "

"Work!" broke In Jerry. "You're
a perty dame to be tafktn' about
work. Have you ever worked in yer
life? What do you know 'bout work?

"Hnvo you ever been hungry or
Hlopt In tho street? Have you ever
tried tor git er job that paid llvln'
wages? Of course you ain't. It's line'
ter talk when yer pocket's full o'
money, an' yer bank account's a mile
long! What d'you know about beln'
broke!"'

"I know more about It than you
think," slm returned, letting a Ilttlo
warmth creep Into her dark eyes.
"For that Is precisely the position I
find myself In at present;'"

You broKe! exclaimed Jerrv in
credulously, throwing his eyes nround
tno ricniy lurmsneu room. "You,
broke! Llvln' in this house! Look at
cio r.ilver over there. Pshaw! What
yer givin' me!"

"Nothing but the truth. We are
ruined. My husband's fortune Is swept
away, this house is mortgaged, my
Jewels even my very dresses hav
been sold. It is only a question of a
few hours 'when I'll bo out In tho
woild without a penny,

only thing that is loft, and It will go

talned tho keys and wandered Into all
lm rooms. Bloating over tho rare wood
work and the strong; firm framo J nnd
before I went away I had responded
to a sudden and had rented
the place for a year, with the privilege
of The price wns ridicu
lously low, tho haunting spirits mat
one was obliged to tako with it being
considered detrimental to the real-estat- e

value.
1 was to bo married In July, and

here I would bring my bride. I knew
wli.it a wonderful and iovful surprise

cheerfully

nature,

impressively:

things

it bo Lydla she regarded words, struggling, pistol-shot- s

nil superstition fine scorn.
a a honeymoon! What. Tben. a dramatic that

romance garden offered, what de- - seemed like tho good last
light was promised in those grand old
rooms, still stocked with gems ot an-
tique furniture, moth-eate- nnd dust-lade- n

to bo suro, but not beyond resto-
ration. I left directions for its sotting
in order, and hired a brave man to
make trim the gardens

nnd hnd no

and

of

and

to

this

had

and
we enme to our own. head. to confess that

joy of those will remain left depressing effect, and felt
honeyed memory forever. We arranged
and admired and recovered

to own particular taste
our artistic sense was completely

satisfied. We worked and dreamed
away the hours and talked much of
the history of the place, laughing at
the absurdity of the haunted Idea and

. . , II it - !pitying tne narrow, ueneis oi mo sun
pie people; but, at the same time, re

In was called
the of her sister. .She took
the her. The cook, who
was left take care of me,
her little home night, that

was quite alone the house
nine was new

would be sure be dur-

givin'

you

smile.

I we
not seen heard

waved his
shook his

yet,
young will. It's

the night the
You'll

houso been
for year,
that's lived hero has heard
wild and

would for
with

two

what for with fervor
old

effort re
detail the

spite felt of
horror

When finished,

backward k ominous
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our

until
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and I

of tho gruesome
not dwelling
an awful

night. ( I found
srev of my
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Haunted and In spite
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8
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maid with

to went to
own each so

I in after
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bridegroom to

of
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of

with

to
upon

near,
n with

to
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n,. r.nnk

np
about sighing In the

under the

tne of

to the thread
Ing a but was mt0 my siumbers
enougn in my own j Whcn the

The day before Lydla I C.fthe fire flashed up. went out
a call from one of the old t laid my

residents of the town the in- - stretched and and to
habitant I from his shriveled go to bed and sleep my hapless
and faded I
as a character. came in the bright t pot Up and moved about the

but about en- - and sang, swept up
tering the even with tho glori- - llle locked the and win-ou- s

sunshine pouring in at the win- - and not to the fiend-dow- s

in a flood, ho lsh wlnd. I could not deny It. I
a seat in Ho waB tho victim of such a

on a stick, nervous as I had never before
and mo he In life.
would not have made so great an when I to bed I under
had he not by an and cold

to we flooding the floor
!had been by the floor, I thought, upon which

E.

and also ny desire to ten me mat, the took for bed-thi- s

was the of the trag- - room had the
was a nlsht tor's I was happy to find my

that it Happened, no said, and no quite 6eif and was
Aunt Sally Waite.jllgt 0n the of when I

and shook in her was 8Uddenlv by
the horrible news. sharp near at hand.

tomorrow. It be hero now,
but for the monograms. So, you see,
I know a little trouble myself."

"Is what yer me on tty; level,
lady?" asked Jerry as she closed her
eyes for a moment.

"It certainly is," she replied. "Can't
you see hard It is for me? Ono
can never Judge by A
rich dress not cover a
light heart, and a smile often hides a
tear. I suppose thero many

who have envied me,
dreaming that I have living on
the brink of for months.

"The end has cdme sooner than I
expected. will be Easter
Sunday. I have forgotten that It was
sg, near," passing a slender
wearily across her face.

with a bitter laugh,
Easter gown won't create a furore
tomorrow.

she said, herself
nnd turning to Jerry, is time
were oft."

He opened his in astonish
"Yon don't me

go?" he asked.
"Certainly," she with a

"I turn a doi;
over to the police on Easter Eve.
Come, be quick! It will Boon be
morning, and daylight will overtake
you."

Jerry looked) at her In a

assured htm that
had or anything a
disquieting fear
whatever.

Ho palsied fingers warn-Ingl-

feebly head ho
said "You will

man, you never failed
come anniver-

sary. henr and see to-

night. This has ha'nted
nigh onto fifty thorn

always
noises groans curses, high

And
nlaco

that man's
on earth, he graphically

hearsed every' ancient
tragedy. of myself, all bed,
its and Its reality

ho departed,
creeping slov.i." away many a

let shnkings
At The

first aihe a

let

he

very lonely without Lydia. The golden
days that in

far away; much as disliked
think past. I could

refrain from It
fascination.

As myself
my tongue.

ful again lie- -

came House;
Joleing because my stave

uuauLj hibj tne
our lives.

genuinely depressed. wind sprang
and moaned and sobbed dolefully

the house, chim-
ney and shrieking wildly
eaves. I read very late, plunging Into

lively tho spirited
de Bragelonne, and hoped,

carry or mat
such separation, I happy eptc

way. mdniRht struck, brands
returned Then

received down stirring romance,
yawned,

fancied, off
condition. welcomed

He room
afternoon, seemed wary nosnv, whistled

house, hearth, doors
dows tried hear

and preferred nut
the garden. walked disquieting

feebly, leaning heavily stout tension
assured that PXnerience(l all my

effort huddled
been impelled oer-,(ii- e blankets watched the

powering curiosity as whether moonlight
troubled ghostly nolse3, very

tne tragedy place;
anniversary been unfortunate mas-edy- .

It windy September library.
really growing drowsy,

remembered how verge sluinber
shivered nightgown shocked wide-awak- e

when she brought a report

wouldn't

about

wearily

how
appearnnces.

does always

that are
people never

been
ruin

Tomorrow

hand

"Well," "my

"Come," rousing
"it

eyes
ment. mean ter

answered
faint wouldn't

perplexed

lighted

very

with

The

like
Stevenson,

said

manner. "Say, lady," he m a
voice shaking with feeling, "I'm sure

yer up against It."
"Thanks for your sho

gratefully. "And now, if you will
me that decanter and those gob-

lets behind you on the sideboard, we
will drink to your better
and my better fortune."

"Thank you," as he filled the
chased cup and handed It to her.

She raised it to her Hps and said, "To
your future health and

"Same to you," warmly responded
Jerry, Hps and setting
the goblet on the table. She made a
quick gesture with her hand.

"Take it with you as a souvenir of
our meeting," she said

"T'anks, lady," said Jerry, stowing
it away in his pocket. .

Then he added:
"Since you was so white to a fel-

low, I'd like to give you a souverine
meself. Yer see," taking a small,
carefully wrapped bundle from his
pocket and opening it. "I didn't meet

... w i . ,i 1 . . ) f. n ti vnll nfin aaa fi314 ltLI III.D lL, I1IIU vM, . DVU .
yerself," revealing a number of Jewel-
ed rings, pins, necklnces and bracelets
to her astonished vision, "so if you
will kindly accept this necklace,"
holding up a beautiful string of dia- -

monds and emeralds, "I'd bo mighty
proud ter give It ter you."

A dead dog has no teeth.
is more than an old man in love.

Old age is not free fronj folly.
It is a hen that lays your
Rumor is a great liar.
T) more you rake muck, the worse it smells.
The more enemies you have, the greater is your

station.
All not sleep who snore.
Trust not either a wind that is or a ruler

who laughs.
When wolf eats wolf there must be a famine in

the forest.
If luck will have it so, even a bull can bring forth

a calf.
Do not l;e by the tears of a woman, by

the of a dog, or by the of a
trader.

Beware the cat which licks your face and then
scratches you from behind.

He serves a master who serves tlte

Xot years but worries make men old.

'A I iny
flesh creeping with an anomalous spe
cies of terror; for the sound camo
from tho large closet in which the un-

fortunate inhabitant of Whitehall had
died. It was now used as a

I had half decided that my
fancy had been playing mo

a trick, and was about tc settle back
upon my pillow, when another report,
louder, clearer, sharper, from the
region of the closet, nnd made mo
jerk back to my sitting position.

"Two I said to myself
in on ominous whisper, recalling tho
old man's words.

AH of a sudden I grasped hold (it
tnv sonsos and ent back mv manhood
a keen disgust of myself hastening my'

In I actlonB. I Jumped out

I

decided

his

do

the lamp,, and made my way toward
the closed door of the closet. I held

lamp rather high, and Its light
shed itself sharply downward upon the
floor where my eyes were attracted to
something within Its rays. 1 stooped

spreading slowly out across the sill
beneath the door was a crimson

stain.
"Blood!" I whispered hoarsely, and

my own ran cold. My terror returned.
I felt a sudden ghastly falntness, and
I nervously moistened my dry lips

all the terrors youth-- 1 The hand holding tho

the

action

oldest

got

across

my

said

sorry

said
pass

heav-
ily

for

bad

came

Jhe

from

lamp shook as with an ague, and this
seemed to arftuse me to a sense of my
weakness. I felt as it I had disgraced
myself by the weak fears and nervous
vacillations of this night, and, sud
denly stung back into strength and
courage by shame, I put out a steady
hand and turned the knob. The door
was locked. I shook It loudly and
peered into the keyhole. There was
no key within.

However, I was now determined Ui
fathom the mystery, and, shivering in
ray thin nlghtclothes, I gathered keys
from various doors up-stal- and tried
them In the lock. The last one grated
a( little and then slid back, and tha
aoor was unloosen, i set my tee in a
little and held my breath with excite-
ment as I swung back the door, hold-
ing the light well forward and peering
within. Fpr a moment I could sea
nothing, and then meeting my eager
gaze was a row of two
of which had broken from

and sent forth a crimson stream
of fruit-juice- !

"Lydlas preserves! I said, and, set
ting the lamp down on the shelf, !
gave myself up to a fit of
laughter.

It Is Lydla's chief story. She revels
In the telling of It, but I do not mind.
It gave me an night, and
we pride ourselves upon being ths
owners of one of the most beautiful
old houses in the land.

The Frank 'A. Munsey Ccf
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"Why I don't like" she gaspa
"Oh, take it, take it," urged Jerrj

closing up the bundle and stuffing 1

back Into his pocket. "Easy coral
easy go, yer know.

' Well, so long, and good luck," hj
whispered, as he swung himself softlj
from the window onto the roof an(
disappeared.

Several minutes passed. Tbe lad
stood holding the necklace in ha
hand, watching the light flash ant
scintillate on the gleaming stone
She pursed up her lips and gave (

low whistle.
"What a beauty!" she cried

"Worth five thousand dollars at least!
Oh, the fool, the fool!"

Slowly she unwound the lace scar;
from a sleek, black head, closol;
cropped, and slipped out of the 'S
veloplng folds of tbe pink bath-rol- x

standing revealed as a young mail
lithe and slender.

"Luckily for me I came through thj
bathroom and heard him first," hi
said to himself, bringing up a dad
lantern and a black mask from som
where under the table. With cn
hand on the electric-butto- n ho lool.e
cautiously about, then turned out 'li
light, climbed softly through tho wl
dow, and was gone in the night

I (Copirigfit The Frank A. Munrev Co.

SOME PR.OVER.BS FROM THE GERMAN

neighbors.

promises

'Copyright.

Shut the doors of your house to those who alwayi

tl speak the truth.
They who hunt with cats will catch mice.
Learn to endure if you wish to succeed.
There is no need to look back upon him who acK

kindly.
No river is so deep as to have no bottom.
No collar is proof against the hangman's rope.
We cannot deceive-'a- empty stomach.
Every dog is brave on its own doorstep.
Every fool makes a hundred others.
No one winces at another's pain; '

A criminal shuns the daylight as a devil does tin
cross.

A child often gets kisses that are meant 'for iti
mother.

He who wishes to gain control of everything will
be in neei oi everything.

Petty thieves are hanged; great thieves are asked
to dinner.

Everything is wasted that is given to a thankless
person. 1


